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5 The Tor 


W— 


mented Lovers. | \ 
Maidens Lament their preſent Scate, a 
And count they meet with rigid Fate; 


But e're they will their minds explain, 
They'l dye of their Tormenting Pain. A 


- .1apleaſant Play-houſe Tune, called, Ob Love! if Ore thouPt eaſe 4 Heart. 


Rove if cre thou'lt eaſe a Heart, 
that owns thy pozer Divfae, 
Tyat Beds wich typ too cruel Dart; 
Pea; Burns with never ceaſing Cmart; 
take pitty now on mine: 
Beneath the ſhades, J ſatnting lye ; 
Len Thouſand times J wi to dye; 
Yet when I find cold Death draw ntzb; 
I g;ive to looſe. my pleaſtag pain, 
and call ip bes back again. 


Thus 1 fats muling all alone, 
in the havy mprtle .Gzove, 


foptur'o withg3ief, and wzeckt withpatn, 


And now pou Powers, I dye to gain, 

but one pooz parting Kiſs; 

Yet will endure this deadly pain, 

E're Tie one Wiſh oz Thanght retatn, 
that Yonour thinks amiſs, 

Thug are pooz matds unkindly us'd, 

By Love and Nature, both abus d, 

All kinds of Comfozts are refug'd ; 
$2 when we barn with ſecret Flame, 
we hive our gztets, oz dye with- ſhame. 


Such Torments we poor Malus endure ; 
the line was never known, 
In any fozmer Age tis ſure; 


H can we hope fo find a ture 


which modes us thus to moan: 


In ſectet places, where.we lpe, 
Each Minute reavy foz ta dye; 


And all in vatn, foz help we cry. > 
Fm tomfozileſs we iu remain, 


«Sc, 
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Ur-Lives are comfoztleſs to us, 
cx:ept we them injoy; 

Who cauſe us foz to Langufſh this : 

Who'd think rhe want of one pooz B 

- conld Malveng thus 

MThat night and dap we 


would Lament, * * 


And walt away in diſcontent ; 

Dar Follies ll. ws do repent : - 
but "tis in vain, foz tis too late, 
foz to lament out rigid fate. 


We muft theſe Tozments Ulli 
except Men pzove moze kind; 
Nought elſe to us can joy 
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